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RECOLLECTIONS OF AN EXCURSION 
TO THE 


Monasteries of Alcobaca and Batalba. 
BY THE AUTHOR OF “ VATHEK.” 
(Continued.) 


The dinner was about half over, when in came Dr. 
Bbrhart in high spirits, rubbing his hands with trium- 
phant glee, and talking to himself, as he was often 
wont, inthe purest Alsatian. THe had passed a couple 
of hours in the infirmary, and had visited all its closets 
of vials and gallipots. ‘The drugs were not such (he in- 
formed us) either in quantity or quality as he could 
warmly co:nmend ; but the stock of maladies, to the al- 
leviation of which they were destined, most ample. He 
had found a pretty sprinkling of complicated cases,— 
some highly curious, and, no doubt, piquant: one in 
particular, an ulcer of tremendous size, exhibited every 
jreak Dame Nature was capable of playing upon such an 
occasion,—suppuration in one corner, callosity in ano- 
ther. He spoke of it in raptures, and regretted our stay 
was too limited to allow his committing to paper an ex- 
act delineation of this magnificent object in all its glow of 
colouring. He spoke handsomely also of the compound, 
fracture of somebody's lefi leg. But when he came to 
the description of a sweet, siinple perennial sore, (sim. 
plex immunditiis,) which had continued during a series 
of years to ebb and flow as regularly as the ocean, his 
enthusiasm knew no bounds, He said it was a most sin- 
gular case—a beautiful case ; a case so remarkable, so 
unprecedented, that he was determined all Europe should 
ring of it from side to side. He would throw his thoughts 
upon it into a dissertation of the length of at least sixty 
pages—that he would—and dedicate it to his native uni- 
versity. Then, bursting forth into a torrent of Latin, 
rendered unintelligible to all but the frequenters of 
Strasbourg or Colmar by the most villanous Alsatian 
twang, addressed himself point-blank to my lord ab. 
bot. 

lis right reverence, by no means pleased at being 
roused from the joys of the table by such an appeal and 
upon such a subject, very coolly replied, “ That he made 
it a rule never to speak or hear the Latin language out 
of the choir, if he could possibly help it.”? This so palpa- 
ble a rebuff silenced the good doctor, who had recourse 
to copious libations of generous wine to dispel the disap- 
pointment it occasioned ; for he saw plainly that neither 
the fierce ulcer nor the gentle sore would meet with that 
—— from the supreme disposer of all things at Al. 
codaga, he was convinced they deserved so riclily. 

Notwithstanding the plastic effects of good cheer and 
flowing cups, my inestimable physician continued 
growling in an under tone during thé whole remainder 
of our repast. And now the fulness of time for removing 
from. the banquet-hall to the adjoining saloon being 
come, we repaired to another table, where all the de- 
lights of fruit and confectionary awaited us. Observing 
a good deal of whispering and message-sending between 
the priors and their confidential attendants going for- 
ward, accompanied by nods and winks, I thought some- 
thing particular for our special amusement was in con- 
templation; nor was I deceived: the agreeable little mys- 
tery was svon cleared up by the entrance of a tall, hook- 
nosed, sallow-complexioned personage, in a tarnished 
court suit; who advanced with measured strides, beat- 
ing with one hand a slow and solemn tattoo upon a roll 
of parchment which he carried in the other. 

I could not conceive what patent or document was 
about to be unfolded, when the personage giving the 
parchment a quick twirl with his bird-claw itke fingers, 
it displayed itself in the shape of a theatrical bill, en- 
grossed in large characters flaming with vermilion and 
gold. On this scroll I read most distinctly that—this 
night, by the grace of God and the especial permission 
of the Abbot of Alcobaga, High Almoner of I Portugal, 
&e. &e. &c., would be enacted the excruciating tragedy 
of Donna Inez de Castro, and the cruel murder of that 
lovely lady and her two innocent royal infants, represent- 
ed on the stage: the part of Donna Inez by Senhor Agos- 
tinho José. 

“ The murder of the two royal infants !”” exclaimed I ; 
“what means this? We know too well, alas! how the 
Lady Inez was disposed of; but her two sweet babes es- 
caped from the fangs of the tyrant—did they not, my 
good lurd abbot ?” 

“ To be sure they did,” replied his right reverence : 
“ but this fine drama is not the production of one of our 
national bards; an Italian gentleman, who has done us 
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the honour of partaking of our hospitality for several 
years, and acquired in perfection our language, is the 
author ; and being a stranger, cannot be expected to feel 
so acutely for those precious infants as we Portuguese 
do : he therefore asked my leave to have them murdered, 
in order to add to the effect of the catastrophe. Rather 
than thwart a person of such transcendent abilities, and 
my very particular friend, I consented. He had half a 
mind to make them fall by their mother’s own poniard 
in a fit of frenzy : but I could not allow of that ; it would 
have been stretching alittie too far—don’t you think so?” 

Recollecting the stretches 1 had often met with at 
home in historical novels—witness Miss Lee’s “ Recess ” 
and many others—I made no objection, and turning to 
the bard, who was standing by, rapt into future wur- 
ders, praised his sublime etforts in the tragic vein—the 
terribile via—in the most glowing terms I could muster. 
Animated by these grateful eulogies, he vociferated 
with dreadful vehemence, “ Let me but live a few years 
longer, and I will be the death of half the regal person- 
ages in the Portuguese history, after my own fashion 
and no other. I will slay them magnificently on the 
battle-field, though they died in their brocaded beds 
with all their courtiers puling around them; I will sink 
them in the ocean, though they expired on dry land ;— 
their agonies in the act of drowning shall be horrible ;— 
nay, more, I will call upon the Prince of the Morning, 
upon Lucifer himself, to bear them away for some secret 
sin or compact, though the prayers of the church had 
been exhausted to avert such a direful calamity.” 

I thought this was a stretch with a vengeance : the 
abbot, I plainly saw by his countenance, was of the 
same opinion; but, giving his ample shoulders a kind 
commiserating shrug, (for the bard was a special fa- 
vourite,) contented himself with whispering to me— 
“Sta doédo—sta doédo; the man’s mad—all poets are.” 

The Grand Prior of Aviz, who seemed to have no doubt 
of the truth of this ubservation in the present instance, 
looked at the bard with an expression of alarm that was 
almost ludicrous, and shrinking back in his chair, ex- 
claimed piteously —* What, Donna Inez and her children 
butchered upon the stage? I shall never be able to 
stand this; my eyes would become fountains, and we 
have had weeping enough lately,” (alluding perhaps to 
the liquefaction scene of last night:) “ tragedies of so 
deep a dye as this we are promised, affect my nerves in 
the most painful manner. So saying, he retired without 
farther ceremony, accompanied by two reverend fathers, 
dignitaries of the convent, who professed the same cleri- 
ca! aversion to scenes of bloodshed. 

As soon as they had departed toa quiet game of volta- 
rete in their own “snug quarters, the lord abbot, observ- 
ing it was growing late, (for we had passed a most uncon- 
scionable time at table,) invited me to repair, under his 
sub-prier’s guidance, to a theatre which had been tem- 
porarily fitted up in the most distant part of this im- 
mense edifice, of the extent of which, as well as of the 
endless variety of its cloistered galleries, cells, chapels, 
and chambers, I had not dill this moment an adequate 
idea. Our peregrinations, therefore, were none of the 
shortest or least intricate. We passed through several 
galleries but feebly lighted, disturbing, I fear, the devo- 
tions of some aged monks, who were putting up their 
orisons before a lugubrious image of our Lady of the 
Seven Dolours, placed under a most sumptuous!y fringed 
and furbelowed canopy of purple velvet. 

Further on, another vast corridor branched off to that 
part of the convent allotted to scholars and noviccs. Not 
a few of these gentle youths were pursuing the study of 
the jew’s-harp, and twanging away most proficiently. 
All these scudded off upon our approach,—the whole 
party had been at high romps, I suspect, from their flush. 
ed and blowsy appearanee,—wishing us, 1 dare say, in 
purgatory, or a worse place, for having intruded upon 
their recreations. 

Advancing with due gravity, the valves of a lofty ar- 
chitectural door, with a pompous inscription on the 
pediment in golden characters, were unfolded, and we 
entered an extraordinarily spacious, coved suloon, 
which appeared to have been assigned to holier pur- 

s, for there was an organ in a recess on one side of 
it. Across the whole end of this apartment was extend- 
ed an immense green curtain, with the insigma of the 
convent emblazoned upon it in vivid colours ; the centre 
of the saloon was occupied, as might have been expect- 
ed, with many a row of polished oaken benches ; but 
what I did not expect was an assemblage of more than 
one hundred venerable fathers, sitting in solemn ranks, 
as if they had becn assisting at an ecumenical council. 





some wiping their spectacles, and some telling their 


! , - oss ‘ 
beads. An effluvia, neither of jasmine nor roses—in 


short, that species of high conventual frowziness which 
monastic habits and garments are not a little apt to en- 
gender, affected my lay nerves most disagreeably. 

The Prior of St. Vincent's, perceiving the uneasy curl 
up of my nose, whispered his neighbour, who whispered 
a second, who whispered a third, and presently a most 
grateful vapour. of fragrant herbs and burnt lavender 
filled the room. Throagh its medium appeared de- 
scending from a portal, by a flight of most spacious 
steps, the lord abbot himself in grand costume. He 
insisted, with a positiveness which I could not avoid 
obeying, that I should take his abbatial chair next the 
orchestra, and placed himself on another equally pon- 
derous, conceding the one on my right hand to the Prior 
of St. Vincent's. 

We were no sooner settled, than half-a-dozen sharp- 
toned fiddles, a growling bass, two overgrown mando- 
lines, (lutes 1 suppose I ought to style them,) and a pair 
of flutes most nauseously tweedled upon by two wanton- 
looking, bleared-eyed young monks, who it would be 
charitable to suppose had caught cold at some midnight 
choral service, struck up a most singular and original 
species of antiquated overture, It was full of jerking 
passages in the style of “Les Folies d’Espagne,” and 
ended with a fugue that was catcli-who-can in perfec. 
lion, 

Instead of the curtains drawing up at the conclu- 
sion of this strange musical farrago, there was a te- 
dious pause, and I had full time to look round on the 
audience. Not five monks off my fauteuil, I caught 
the evil eye of Donna Francisca’s director, sitting apart 
from the rest of the assembly, and looking more ter- 
rifically glum than any saint I ever beheld on an Ita- 
lian sign-post, or in a German prayer-book, 

I was trying to account for the delay of the per- 
formance, when sounds not unlike those which often pro- 
ceed from a disturbed hen1oost became audible. Franchi’s 
voice sounded predominaut in this strange hubbub ; and 
I found out afterwards that he had been fruitlessly at 
tempting to persuade the lady Inez (one of the most 
angain hobbledehoys I ever met with) to abjure an 
enormous pair of jingling ear-rings, and to reduce a 
sweeping train he kept floundering over at every step, 
to the proportion of those in fashion amongst the tra- 
gedy queens of the Salitri theatre. Any thing in the 
shape of metropolitan criticism wounded the awkward 
stripling’s provincial amour-propre so deeply, that he 
threatened hysterics and an appeal to the lord abbot. 
This was conclusive; Franchi gave way, the Lady Inez 
retained her overflowing robes and her ear-rings, and 
the curtain rose. 

Said his right reverence, whispering to me over the 
arm of my ponderous chair, “If you had heard Agostin- 
ho’s declamation only two months ago, you would have 
been enchanted—his tones were so touching, so pa- 
thetic: his voice is now a little broken down ; but you, 
who have an car, will soon discover that it is on the high 
road of becoming a grand baritone; and as for his ac- 
tion, [ am convinced you will soon allow nothing was 
ever more sublime.” 

Just as I wos on the point of replying to this warm 
encomium in a strain of correspondent eulogy, m 
lord abbot gently murmured, “Hush, hush! don’t 
you hear the Lady Inez?” I certainly did—and well 
[ might, for a louder bellow was never given by the 
flower of any dairy. No cow bereaved of her last- 
dropped young one ever uttered sounds more doleful : 
they increased in depth and dismality, till the for- 
lorn damsel, advancing to the lights on the stage, cried 
out, “ Cru-el, cru-el!” addressing, I suppose, the phan- 
tom of her redoubted father-in-law,—“ and wouldst thou 
slay my innocents? Hast thou discovered my peace- 
{ul retirement? Where fly—where run?” She then 
continued, in a flow of at least one hundred lines, to 
picture her agonising fears, her dire presentiments, her 
frightful dreams , and with looks that were meant to tear 
our feelings to the last tatter, she thus described her 
most terrific vision : 


On thy wan disk, O pale and ghastly moon ! 

I saw portray’d a vengeful countenance ; 

And whilst upon it I did wildly gaze, 

Methought it wore the semblance of the king— 

por gelid horror claim'd me for her own.) 
tried to fly—I fled, but all in vain, 

The dreaded face pursued me. 

If I turned back, ’twas there ; if I advanced 

The stern, cold image seem’d to freeze my soul, 





Changing the genial current of my blood 
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’ boa !” replied the lord abbot. 
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Into a substance more severe than stone. 
Avaunt, my hapless babes! approach me not, 
Lest by some fatal petrifying power 

Your limbs be fix’d in durance. 


Donna Inez, by good luck, declaimed this magnificent 
piece of nonsense in a tolerably even key, and with 
really so just an emphasis, that the enraptured bard, 
laying aside his prompting-book, could not resist ex- 
claiming, * What do you think of that ?”—* E boa, e 
And the whole assembly, 
both before and behind the scenes, re-echoed with one 
accord this favourable sentiment, and nothing but “ E 
boa, e boa!” was heard from one end of the saloon to the 
other: 

Such universal encouragement did not fail to produce 
its effect upon Donna Inez,—rather too much so; for the 
higher notes of her semisoprano voice having regained 
the ascendant, she squalled out of all merey. My sense 
of hearing is painfully acute, and I hardly know what I 
would not have given for cotton to stop my ears with. 
However, they had soon a respite, Heaven be praised! 
the second act being totally employed by the plots 
and contrivances of the king and his counsellors,— 
quiet, chatty people, as loyal and complaisant as king 
Arthur’s courtiers, Noodle, Doodle, and Foodle, in the 
incomparable tragedy of ‘Tom Thumb. 

In act the third, to my infinite astonishment, I found 
his majesty totally unacquainted with the little circum- 
stance of Donna Inez having favoured hia recreant son 
with a brace of children: he more than suspected 
espousals had taken place between them, but he little 
thought any fruits from the degrading match were in 
oxistence. Upon his prime counsellor’s disclosing the 
fact, he asks with a*perfidious coolness, * What are they 
like?” “Doves, my dread lord,” answers the counsel- 
lor with infinite suavity; to which the infuriated mo- 
narch replies with a voice of thunder, 


“It matters not, I'll tear their felon hearts— 
Perish they shall!” 


And with this horrid menace quits the stage in a pa- 
roxysm of ungovernable fury, still repeating behind the 
scenes, “ Perish they shall!” which was repeated again 
and again from the top of a ladder, by an old dignified 
monk, a passionate lover of the drama, but who, being 
decorously shy of appearing on the open boards, had 
taken the part of Echo, which he perfurmed to admira- 
tion. 

Act the fourth offered nothing very loud or remark. 
able; but in act the fifth, horror and terror were work- 
ing up to the highest pitch; two determined assassins 
had been procured—their looks most murderous—the 
children ran off—the assassins pursued—shrill and bit- 
ter squeakings were heard at the farthest extremity of 
the stage, such as a desperate conflict between rats or 
mice often produces behind old walls or wainscotings. 
The audience appeared prodigiously affected ; most of 
them stood up, stretching out their necks like a flock of 
alarmed turkeys. This dreadful hurry-skurry ended by 
the first assassin’s seizing the eldest infant by its beau- 
tiful hair, and tossing it apparently dead upon the stage. 
Three or four drops of pigeon’s blood squeezed out of 
some invisible receptacle, added a horrible appearance 
of reality to the foul deed. 

It was now the other infant’s turn to be murdered ; 
and murdered it was, in a style that would noi have dis. 
graced one of Herod's best practitioners. The poor help- 
less innocent, who appeared to be most dreadfully fright- 
ened in right earnest, delivered its little dying speech 
with so much artlessness, that I was not surprised to 
see tears full, and hear sobs heave all around me. In 
short, affliction was almost exhausted to the last drop 


And not start back affrighted at the deed ! 
Moon, veil thy orb—be quench’d ye conscious stars, 
Never again to sparkle as before ! 


Every soul in the assembly scemed to stand aghast, 
imprecating vengeance on the ruthless monarch, and 
feeling for the murdered innocents to the heart’s core. 
Donna Inez was called for by my lord abbot, and em- 
braced by his right reverence inost blabberingly. The 
kind-hearted Prior of St. Vincent’s wept aloud,—I tried 
iny best, though in a lower key, to imitate him; the 
poet was lauded to the skies, and received from the 
fountain-head of all good within these precincts some- 
thing more solid than praise—a richly embroidered 
purse, heavy and chinking, which he deposited in one 
of his lank pockets, after making a grateful profound 
genuflexion. 

“ And now,” said my lord abbot, “let us dry our tears 
and go to supper; and in order to give merit its just 
due, the poet and Agostinho shal! be of the party.” 
“Why not?” said the Prior of St. Vincent’s. “ Why 
not ?” echoed I,—“ previded we have neither the king 
nor the murderers,” 

As sunshine so frequently follows dark and drizzling 
weather, nothing could be more blithe or even frolick- 
some than our repast. The Grand Prior of Aviz, whom 
we found already placed near the hospitable board with 
his two card companions, talking over their game, con- 
gratulated himself warmly upon having escaped such a 
severe assault upon the pathetic feelings, and enjoyed 
the festivity of the moment without alloy. So we all 
did ; and it was at a very late hour of one of the bland- 
est surnmer nights I ever experienced that we retired 
to our apartments. : 


EIGHTH DAY. 
June 10th. 

One may have too much of the good and grand things 
of this wicked world, after all. I began to be tired of 
such perpetual gormandising—the fumes of banquets 
and ineense—the repetition of pompous riteg—the splen- 
dour of illuminated altars and saints and madonnas, in 
fusty saloons, under still fustier canopies. My soul 
longed for an opener expanse—the canopy of the 
heavens. So I said to myself, “ Dr. Ehrhart may en- 
joy his infirmary; Franchi, his endeavours to introduce 
a purer taste of costume on the ruler of Aleobaga’s tem- 
porary theatre; the priors, their cards and their devo- 
tions ;*I will place the incomparable Simon at my lord 
almoner’s uninterrupted disposal—they may toss ome- 
lets and scason matelottes to their hearts’ content, and, 
this being a day by courtesy entitled meagre, select the 
finest fish from their choicest reservoirs, if they so fancy. 
I pant like a hart for living waters : £ am determined 
to follow the course of the river I noticed yesterday, 
winding its fresh sparkling stream between aromatic 
thickets ; and should it lead me along its banks all the 
way to Batalha, so much the better. I have not seen 
half I wanted to see in that holy spot; and what little 
I did see floated before me like the shadows of a dream. 
I must be more intimately acquainted with the unfinish- 
ed mausoleum of Don Emanuel, of which I have heard 
and read so much ;—in short, I must breathe, which | 
can hardly be said to do in this too rich, too luxurious, 
too heavy atmosphere.” 

These sage resolves being taken and communicated 
in due form to my right reverend companions, and by 
them to the ruling power of Alcobaga, (for I did not 
wish to disturb my lord abbot’s slumbers, even with the 

ood news of my having given up Monsieur Si to 


seemed to sparkle with life and light. The azure bloom 
investing the line of mountains which shelter Leiria was 
most beautiful. I longed to transfer their picturesquely- 
varied outline to the leaves of my sketch-book ; but ti 
was in vain J wished to stop for that purpese—neither 
snaffle nor curb could arrest the speed of my courser. 

At length, after a most inveterate gallop of at least 
five miles right ahead, persuasion effected what force 
was cempletely unequal to. He gave a lively, good- 
humoured, playful neigh, obeyed my much-loved voice, 
and halted. We were standing on an expanse of the 
smoothest sand, as firmly bound together as the nicest 
rolled walks of a regal garden ; here and there patches 
of anemones and fragrant brushwood, cistus, lavender, 
and rosemary, varied the surface in irregular forms, like 
those of islands and continents distinctly defined on a 
map. No objegt afforded the smallest indication of hu- 
man existence—neither the pointed roof of a shepherd’s 
hovel, nor even a curling smoke. As far as the eye 
could reach, one uniform waste of level shrubs extended 
itself, bathed in the same equal purple light, and fanned 
by the same delightful air, impregnated with the same 
balsamic odour ; an elysiam without inhabitants, unless, 
indeed, the souls of the departed were hovering about 
this serene and tranquil region, invisible to mortal eye. 

Perhaps my Arabian beheld objects we are forbidden 
to gaze at; for he started and pawed the ground, and 
snorted with such vehemence, that I almost expected 
every moment to see fire flash from his nostrils. By 
degrees this violent ferment subsided, and he became 
calm; what we superciliously call instinct seemed to 
point out to him that the region into which he had 
been pleased to carry me was totally barren of refresh- 
ment, and upon loosening his bridle, and allowing him 
to take what route he pleased, most prudently did he 
trace back his steps between entangled bushes, till I 
found myself under the shade of a forest of pine and 
chestnut, through which I descended to the margin of 
the river I so particularly wished to explore : and twenty 
times did I bless myself for having determined to follow 
the banks of this beautiful stream, the scenery they pre- 
sented having a cast so novel and uncommon. 

A broad path, or rather causeway, perfectly hard and 
dry, led me between a gigantic growth of canes, knotted 
like the bamboo; bulrushes of enormous size, and osiers, 
the tallest I had ever seen, waving their fresh green 
leaves high above my head, which they completely 
screened from the sun. ‘The coolness they diffused, 
their incessant whispers, and the clear current of the 
river rippling among their stems, was so grateful both 
to the eye and ear, that I kept listening and lingering 
on, unwilling to emerge from this strange wilderness, 
and almost fancying I beheld one of those forests of 
weeds and grasses which, some five or six hundred 
thousand years ago, afforded refuge to a stupendous 
variety of monsters. Happily no icthyosaurus—-no tor- 
toise fifty feet in diameter, with paddles thrice as large 
as the helm of a first-rate man-of-war, oppressed me 
with their presence. I saw no living objects, except a 
shoal of fish, with scales as bright as silver, swiftly dart- 
ing under the low arches formed by the luxuriant vege- 
tation; and lizards as green as emeralds, ascending the 
sides of the causeway, ard looking at me, I thonght, 
with kind and friendly eyes. 

For more than half a league did I continue along the 
path, hemmed in by aquatic plants of extraordinary 
vigour, springing from the richest alluvial soil. At 
length, just as I was beginning to think this world of 
reeds und osiers had no termination, the stream took a 





iis guidanee,) I mounted my Arabian, patted his glossy 
neck, and whispering in his car, ** Now we will repair 


before Donna Inez was driven in, who, after calling to to the desert—you will think of your native wilds, aud 


the sun, moon and stars for vengeance, in accents at 
times most deep, at others most piercing, was immolat- 


I of mine,” off I galloped. 
The fertile meadows and enclosures immediately round 


ed, by three distinct stabs of a poniard, upon the bodies# the convont were soon passed, and so were the ehestput 


of her children. 

The deed so completely done, his most revengeful ma- 
jesty, gloomier than Dis, and looking more truculent 
than ever the King of Judea was supposed to have done, 
entered with a royal and stately step—stood gloating a 
minute or two over the horrid spectacle, and then, with 
the hoarse note of a carrion crow, croaked forth, “I am 
satisfied.” 
with a withered hand trembling with agitation, out 
jasued the bard himself to speak an epilogue in his own 
character. It was tiresome and pompous enough, God 
knows, and concluded with a tirade, not exactly a la 
Camoens, pretty nearly as follows :— 


Lord of the firmament, couldst thou blaze on, 
Urging thy coursers through the plains of light, 
2 


woods hanging on the steeps crowned by the Moorish 
eastle, My courser in full proof, pampered by the rich 
provender he had been so abundantly supplied with, sct 
no bounds to his exertions, and I had hardly gained the 
level on the summit of the hiils towards Aljubarota, be. 
fore he fuirly ran away with me. The country people, 
who, to do them justice, appeared very industriously eim- 


The curtain fell; and putting aside its folds ployed, could not, however, help leaving their work to 


stare at the velocity of my scamper, distending their 
eyes as wide as they could possibly be distended, when 
they beheld my Arabian on full stretch 


“ With flying speed outstrip the rapid wind, 
And leave the breezes of the morn behind.” 


The morn itself was most exhilarating; I never 
breathed in any atmosphere so pure and so elastic-it 





dden bend, which I followed, and making the best of 
my way through every obstacle, escaped into an open 
space and open daylight. Right before me, at the ex- 
tremity of an assemblage of hillocks, some bare, some 
covered with flowering heaths, but destitute ofshuman 
or animal inhabitants, stood the lofty majestic basilica 
of Batalha, surrounded by its glorious huddle of build- 
ings, from this point most picturesquely foreshortened. 
I could hardly believe so considerable and striking a 
group of richly parapeted walls, roofs, and towers, de- 
tached chapels, and insulated spires, formed parts of one 
and the same edifice ; in appearance it was not mercly 
a church or a palace I was looking at, but some fair city 
of romance, such as an imagination glowing with the 
fancies of Ariosto might have pictured to itself under 
the illusion of a dream. 

Keeping my eyes fixed on a prospect which I tried to 
persuade myself partook less of the real than the vision. 
ary, I traversed an extensive level of sunburnt turf, and, 
on the other side of the hillocks bounding the lawn, 
again found myself on the banks of the river, which 
here presented the loveliest of mirrors—so calm, so pel- 





lucid, that { thought it a thousand pities no pleasanter 
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objects were reflected from its surface, than a long line 
of ghost-like fathers, each with a fishing-rod projecting 
from his piebald drapery, angling on with pale and pa- 
tient countenances. I did not perceive the melancholy 
prophet in this rank and file,—and I was not sorry; 1 
dreaded to encounter his withering glance, to hear his 
foreboding voice ; for I had been told he often pressed 
prophecies upon those least inclined to seek them, and I 
shrank from any knowledge of the horrors he might 
possib'y disclose to me. Fur from desiring to catch 
even the shadows of coming events, I said to myself, in 
the nervous language of Dryden, 


* Seek not to know what must not be reveal’d ; 
Joys only flow where fate is most conceal’d. 
Too busy man would find his sorrows more, 
If future fortunes he could know before ; 

For by that knowledge of his destiny, 
He would not live at all, but always die.” 


Not above one hundred yards from the spot selected 
by the reverend ‘fathers for their quiet recreation, the 
river, as if tired of being calm and placid, flowed with a 
brisket current, and rushing over a ledge of rocks, be- 
came all froth.and foam. The light,spray occa$ioned 
by its rapid movement, refreshed the herbage on its 
banks so invitingly, that I leaped off my courser, and 
allowed him to profit as much as he pleased by the 
abundant pasture. 

Throwing myself on the solid ground, I kept intensely 
poring over the stream, lost and absorbed in the train 
of interesting yet melancholy recollections, which all 
that had occurred to me since I first entered this fair 
realm of Portugal was so well calculated to excite. I 
thought (alas! how vainly now !) of offers I had slight- 
ed with so much levity; of opportunities which, had 
they been grasped with a decided hand, might have led 
to happy results, and stemmed a torrent of evils. Since 
that period, the germ of destructiveness, which might 
then have been trodden down, has risen into a tree 
fraught with poisons, darkening the wholesome light, 
and receiving nourishment, through all its innumerably 
varied fibres, from the fowest depths of hell. 

Whilst I was watching the constant flow of waters, 
and giving way toa tide of regrets in my own bosom 
equally ceaseless, the full, rich tones of the conventual 
bells came booming over the watery levels—a summons 
the monks dared not disobey. Putting up their fishing- 
rods, they alPdispersed in silence, with the exception of 
one, whom I joyfully recognised upon his nearer ap- 
proach, and who scemed to feel equal pleasure in recog. 
nising me. 

“ To what lucky chance,” said the prior, (for it was 
he who had advanced to me,) “ are we indebted for the 
renewal of a visit I scarcely ventured to flatter myself 
would have taken place so soon ?” 

“To the genuine desire,” answered J, * not only of 
assuring you once more of my real veneration, but a 
wish to examine the mausoleum of Don Emanuel, which 
I totally neglected in the hurry of yesterday. You re- 
member how they pushed me along ?” 

He smiled; and [ could not help thinking, from the 
cast of his countenance, that a few details of our Alco- 
baga banquets and compotations would not have been 
ill received. Being, however, too discreet to tell tales 
out of this pious school, I said uothing of our gay sup- 
per, of my lord abbot’s epieurean worship, of Monsieur 
Simon, or of the poet, or of * our tragedy,” or of Senhor 
Agostinho, (ycleped Donna Inez,) or of Donna Francis. 
ca’s director—though I had his cursed name on the tip 
of my tongue, ready to bolt out with not a few bitter 
animadversions upon a species of piety which had de- 
prived me of many and many an hour of cheerfulness 
and joy. 

Repressing, upon reflection, every spark of curiosity, 
as befitted a holy personage weaned from idle gossip, 
the good prior most charitably observed, “That my 
horse stood in need of more substantial refection than 
he could find on the river banks; and that, although he 
could not offer luxuri¢s such | had been accustomed to, 
the simple fare his far from wealthy convent afforded 
would be served up to me most gladly.” 

Taking himself my horse by the bridle, he ushered 
me across the lawn into the same quadrangular, cool 
and lofty chamber I had supped in before. A very 
outhfal-looking lay brother received my Arabian into 
his charge with great delight, and stroked its mane and 
kissed its neck in a transport of childish fontiness. 

As to me, though [ was treated with less enthusiasm, 
there was no want of the utmost cordiality in my re- 
ception. An immense earthen platter, containing a 
savoury mess of fish and rice, vegetables delicately 
fried after the Italian fashion, caraffes of wine, baskets 





of ripe and fragrant fruit, pomegranates, apricots and 
oranges, were neatly arranged on a marble table, having 
in its centre a rock of transparent ice, shining with ten 
thousand prismatic colours. To this frugal collation I 
sat down with the most sincere appetite, and was waited 
upon with hospitable glee by the angels of this wilder- 
ness—two lay brothers and as many novices,—all of 
whom appeared enchanted with an opportunity of 
making themselves of some use in this mortal existence. 
The prior, crossing his hands on his bosom, entreated me 
to dispense with his attentions for half an-hour, the choir 
service imperatively demanding his presence. 

As soon as he hud taken his departure, followed by 
his friars and novices, 1 gave myself wholly up to the 
enjoyment of those romantic fancies, the surrounding 
scenery was so admirably well adapted to inspire. Two 
stately portals, thrown wide open to catch the breezes, 
admitted views of the principal courts and cloisters of 
this unequaled inonument of the purest taste of the 
fourteenth century. A tranquil, steady sun-light over- 
spread their grand, broad surfaces. The graceful spire, 
so curiously belted with zones of*the richest carved 
work, rose high above the ornamented parapets, relieved 
by a soft and mellow evening sky. None of the monks 
were moving about; but I heard with a sort of mourn- 
ful pleasure their deep and solemn voices issuing from 
the great porch of the transept nearest the choir. : 

The young Egyptian-looking boys in white linen tu- 
nies I had noticed at my first visit, were all at their 
accustomed avocations, dislodging every atoin of dust 
from the deeply indented tracery. The flamingo was 
there, but I missed the stork,—and knew but tov soon 
the cause of his being missed; for, upon ascending the 
steps before the chapter-house, I discovered hinr lying 
stretched out upon the pavement stiff and dead. One of 
the boys stood bending over him, in an attitude expres. 
sive of the deepest sorrow. The youth saw I compas- 
sionated him, and murmured out in a low desponding 
voice: “ This poor bird followed me all the way from 
my hoine in Alemtejo—a long distance from Batalha. 
He was the joy of my life, and dearly loved by my mo. 
ther, who is dead. I shall never see her again in this 
world, nor hear the cheering cry of this our fond house- 
hold bird, calling me up in the morning : he will receive 
no more crumbs from my hand—he will keep faithfully 
by my side no longer. | have no one now in this grand 
place wiio loves me!’ And he burst into a flood of bitter 
tears, and it was a relief to my own heart—a greut re- 
lief—to join in his mourning. 

The prior, who happened to come up at the moment, 
could not at first imagine what had affected me; bat 
when I pointed to the boy aud the lifeless stork, he en- 
tered into my feelings with his characteristic benevo- 
lence, and spoke words of comfort to the poor weeping 
child, with such true parental kindness as seemed to 
assure him he had still a friend. Touched to the heart, 
the boy fell on his knees, and kissed the pavement and 
his stork at the same time, I left him extending his 
arms to the good prior in an act of supplication, which 
I learnt afierwards had not been treated with cold in- 
difference. 

And now the prior, with his wonted solemn and 
courteous demeanour, offering to be himself my guide 
to the mausoleum of Don Emanuel, we traversed a wil- 
derness of weeds,—this part of the conventual precincts 
being much neglected,—and entered a dreary area, sur- 
rounded by the roofless, unfinished cluster of chapels, 
on which the most elaborately sculptured profusion of 
ornaments had been lavished, as often happens in simi- 
lur cases, to no very happy result. I cannot in con- 
science persuade myself to admire such deplorable 
waste of time and ingenuity—‘ the quips, and. cranks, 
and wanton wiles” of a corrupt, meretricious archi- 
tecture; and when the goud prior lamented pathetically 
the unfinished state of this august mausoleum, and al- 
most dropped a tear for the death of Emanuel its foun. 
der, as if it had only oceurred a week ago, I did not 
pretend to share his affliction; for had the building 
been completed according to the design we ure favoured 
with by that dall draughtsman Murphy, most preciously 
ugly would it have been ;—ponderous and lumpish in 
the general effect, exuberantly light and fantastic in the 
detail, it was quite a mercy that it was never finished. 
Saxon crinklings and cranklings are bad enough; the 
preposterous long and lanky marrow-spoon-shaped arches 
of the early Norman, still worse ; and the Moorish horse. 
shoe-like deviations from beautiful curves, little better. 

I have often wondered how persons of correct taste 
could ever have tolerated them, and batten on garbage 
when they might enjoy the lovely Ionic so prevalent in 
Greece, the Doric grandeur of the Parthenon, and the 
Corinthian magnificence of Balbec and Palmyra. If, 





however, you wish to lead a quiet life, beware how you 
thwart established prejudices. I began to perceive, that 
to entertain any doubts of the supreme excellence of 
Don Emanuel’s scollops and twistifications amounted to 
heresy. Withdrawing, therefore, my horns of defiance, 
I reserved my criticisms for some future display to a 
more intelligent auditor, and chimed in at length with 
the prior’s high-flown admiration of all this fillagree, 
and despair for its non-completion ; so we parted good 
friends. My Arabian was brought out, looking bright 
and happy; I bade a most grateful adieu to the prior 
and his attendant swarm of friars and novices, and be- 
fore they had ceased staring and wondering eat the ve- 
locity with which I was carried away from them, I had 
reached a sandy desert above a mile from Batalha. 

Night was already drawing on—the moon had not 
yet risen—a dying glow, reflected from the horizon 
above the hills, behind which the sun had just retired, 
was thrown over the whole landscape. “Era gia I’ 
hora”—it was that soothing, solemn hour, when by 
some occult, inexplicable sympathy, the interior spirit, 
folded up within itself, inclines to repel every groveling 
doubt of its divine essence, and feels, even without seek- 
ing to feel it, the consciousness of immortality! 

The dying glow had expired; a sullen twilight, ap- 
proaching to blackness, prevailed : I kept wandering on, 
however, not without some risk of being soon acquainted 
with the mysteries of a future-world; for had not my 
horse been not only the fleetest, but the surest of foot of 
his high-born tribe, be must have stumbled, and in dan- 
gerous places, for such abounded at every step. As 
good fortune would have it, all the perils of the way 
were got over; the grand outline of the colossal mo- 
nastery and its huge church emerged from the sur- 
rounding gloom; innumerable lights streaming from 
the innumerable casements, cast a broad gleam over the 
great platform, where my lord almonert and his guests 
were walking to and fro} enjoying the fresh evening 
air, and waiting my return, they were pleased to say, 
with trembling anxiety. 

The first question I was asked upon entering the 
grand illuminated saloon was, how I had fured, and 
whether I did not feel half dead for want of refreshment. 
“ We, for our parts,” exclaimed my lord ubbot, “ have 
been the happiest of the happy: your great Simon has 
surpassed even my expectations, And now, to another 
proof of his transcendent skill,—now to supper.” 


NINTH DAY. 
June 11th. 

Great were the lamentations in Alcobaca when the 
hour of our departure arrived,—-a toice of wailing 
scarcely equaled in Rama when Rachel wept for her 
lost children. Here, f am perfectly convinced, that had 
my lord abbot been permitted, like spiritual lords in 
our own country, to avow the legal paternity of a dozen 
brats, he would sooner have spured the whole treasure 
than have lost the advice and exertions of a being he 
venerated above all others without any exception—a 
matchless cook. It was a cruel separation: the artist 
himself, who had a susceptible heart, as well as a hand 
gifted with the most exquisite sauce-making sensibili- 
ties, was far from being callous to the raptures of such 
a discriminating — as the ruler of Alcobaga. 
To remain in this holy place, to quit my #rvice, I verily 
believe never entered the head beneath his milk-white 
betasscled cook-cap; but he was visibly moved by the 
rapturous culogies, still more perhaps by the generous 
presents I suspect he had received; he saw with great 
commiseration how acutely the lord abbot felt his de- 
parture. Fity, we all know, melts the heart to love, and 
love full often to devotion; so, when we repaired, one 
and all, to take a parting mass before setting out on 
our journey, Monsieur Simon, though little given to de- 
moustrations of picty, fell to thumping his breast with 
such vehemence, that I could not resist saying to him 
as we came out of the church, “ Simon, my lord abbot 
seems to have quite recunverted you; you are becoming 
astonishingly religious.” “Ah, Monsieur,” said he, ~ 
“on le sera, & moins; Monseigneur rend la religion si 
aimable.” 

I thought, now, as the equipages, horses, &c. were all 
marshaled before the grand entrance, we were actually 
ready to set out. No such thing: the Grand Prior of 
Aviz, taking me aside for a moment, whispered in my 
car that he had still a few words of great importance in 
store for my lord almoner, and begged me to cast 
another look .at my favourite portrait of St. Thomas of 
Canterbury whilst he delivered them. 

Calling his colleague of St. Vincent’s, they both on- 
tered a private room of audience adjoining the hall of 
pictures, from which my,lord almoner had not yet stirred ; 
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and notwithstanding the doors had been immediate- 
ly closed, I heard a loud storm of indistinct but angry 
words approaching to tempest, the ex.ct import of whic 
it is not in my power to reveal, suppusing I had the in- 
clination; but I learned afterwards (though rather vague- 
p from one of the Prior of St. Vincent's confidants, 

vat they related to certain mysteries, certain despotic 
imprisonments, certain grotto-like communications, be- 
tween this sacred asylum and another not less monastic, 
though tenanted by the fuirer portion of holy communi- 
ties—the daughters of prayer and penitence, 

Providence, that tempers the wind to the shorn lamb, 
and does kind things now and then to pets and fayourites, 
was not totally umyiacious to my lord almoner upon this 
oceasion, H id it not, by directing the semi-inquisitorial 
visit of the two prelatical missionaries, given his right re- 
verence of Alcobaga’s thouglits serious occupation, they 
inight have dwelt far more painfully upon the departure 
of his beloved Simon: the sharp edge of his afflictions in 
this particular was taken off ly the reflections which the 
lute stormy conference had inspired. 

When he came forth to accompany us to our car- 
riages, as the rules of courtesy demanded, I observed a 
marked change in his deportment and countenance ; 
there were no longer those sunny smiles, those cooings 
and chucklings, which had greeted my reverend com- 
panions upon their arrival. A sullen, sulky gloon— 
a but halt*subdued expression of anger pervaded his 
every look and gesture: coldly and formally, there. 
fore, did we take our leave, Not above half of the 
community were drawn out in complimentary array, 
and that half looked strange and suspicious, as if they 
conjectured something had happened unpleasant and 
awkward, The two tathers deputed to attend us to 
Pedraneria got into one of their heavy conventual 
vehicles, and, in their capucities of condactors, led the 
van. I looked back as we drove off; and, there stood 
my lord almoner, with his eyes fixed on the pavement, 
before the grand portal, immovable, as if he had been 
turned to stone, 

The Grand Prior of Aviz having something very con- 
fidential to ciscuss with his secretury, begged me to ex. 
cuse his uccompanying me in my carriage : the Priur of 
St. Vincent’s took his place; an exchunge I had no 
cause to complain of, his conversation being so full of 
hilarity and life. This flow of cheerful good spirits did 
not, however, carry him beyond the limits of the most 
perfect discretion : not a syllable that had the slightest 
reference to pains or pleasures below ground escaped his 
lips—not the smallest hint—no, not a breath. 

All attempts to gain information upon this curious 
point proving fruitless, we praised fine weather and fine 
prospects, and deprecated bad roads. We had no occa- 
sion, however, to do so; for scarcely had we turned the 
angle of one of the vast walled inclosures belonging to 
the convent, and expected to sink into some frightful 
rut or sandy furrow, when an immense body of well 
clothed peasants, with their strong bright tcols slung 
ovor their sturdy shoulders, met us with loud vivas, and 
the tranquilising assurance that the whole way to Pedra- 
neria had been smoothed by their exertions : so we rolled 
along over firm gravel and compact heath-faggots most 
delightfally. 

We soon reached the banks of my favourite river, and 
cvossed over K very picturesque-looking bridge, without 

arapets, to its opposite shore—a vast aud dreary plain. 
Ve were beginning to experience the effects of hoat 
rather oppressively, when we entered a forest of pine, and 
felt much invigorated by fragrant, genial breezes,—shade 
was out of the question, most of the trecs being tall and 
sapless. 

n one of the least frequented parts of this superan- 
nuated forest, the career of our caravan was suddenly ar- 
rested by a most imposing cocked-hatted personage, 
bvoted up to the chin, like West's heroes in his picture 
of the Dattle of the Boyne, bestriding a maneged horse, 
decked out in all the pride of burnished pistol and gold- 
laced holster. 

This most consequential of equerries, with as much 
sulomnity as if he had been reading a state proclama- 
tion, invited us, in the name of his mistress, a lady of 
high caste and importance, to screen ourselves from the 
meridian heats in her quinta hard by ; a most blessedly 
shady place, in which she had congregated, I verily be- 
lieve, balf the birds in the country—those least in re- 
pute, such as kites, owls, and buzzards, not excepted. 

My Lord of Aviz was still too deeply engaged in con- 
fidential discourse with his secretary tou much relish 
making a halt and gotting out of his carriage ; but the 
Prior of St. Vincent's and myself wore perfectly dis- 
posed to accept the invitation, having learnt, during our 
course af Alcobaga ip, too many curious particulars 


about this eminent lady-patroness of the feathered tribe, 
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not to feel extremely curious to be admitted into the 
penetralia of the asylum she afforded them; a favour 
rarely granted, and which sprang most probably out of 
a strong curiosity to see and fondle my beloved Arabian, 
not my own dear self~-her most excellent ladyship pro- 
fussedly not caring one pip of an orango for strangers of 
any description or quality, unless they were blessed with 
four feet, or a natural mantle of feathers. 

Preceded by the riglit pompous and fustified equerry, 
we diverged trom the mended track into an avenue of 
dwarfish cork. trees, leading straight toa lofty wall, which 
extended fur to the right and left of a grand massive 
Tuscan gateway. The wide space before this stately 
entrance exhibited the refreshing sight of marble troughs 
brimful of the clearest water ; heaps uf oats and barley, 
amply sufficient to supply the wants of our mules; and 
panniers of bread and oranges, under very substantial can- 
vass awnings, 

My reverend companions, as in duty bound, went im. 
mediately to offer their homage to the bird-queen ; but 
i begged to be excused for the moment, promising that 
as svon as iny Arabian had been refreshed and brighten- 
ed up by a good rubbing, I would lead him myselt to the 
foot of the throne of these dominions. Having gained 
this respite, the whole party dispersed as seemed best in 
their eyes, and I entered saat alone the deeply 
shaded inclosare—without exception one of the strangest 
scenes of fairyland ever conjured up by the wildest 
funey, 

As far as the eye could stretch, extended a close 
bower of evergreens, myrtle, bay, and ilex, not to men- 
tion humble box, lofty, broad, and fragrant; on either 
side, arches of verdure most sprucely clipped, opened 
into large square plats of rare and curivus flowers; 
and in the midst of each of these trim parterres, a 
fountain inclosed within a richly-gilded cage, contain- 
ing birds of every variety of size, song, and plumage ; 
parroquets with prefty little tlesh-coloured beaks, and 
parrots of the largest species, looking arch and cun- 





ning, as they kept cracking and grinding waluuts and | 
filberts between their bills as black as ebony. | 

In one of these inclosures I noticed an immense} 
circular basin of variegated marble, surrounded by a! 
gilt metal balustrace, on which were most solemnly | 
perched a conclave of araras and cockatoos. ‘Their 
united screechings and screarmings upon my approach 
gave the alarm to a multitude of smaller birds, which 
issued forth in such clouds from every leaf and spray 
of these vaulted walls of verdure, that I ran off as if) 
I had committed sacrilege, or feared being transformed | 
by art-magic into a biped completely rigged out with 
beak, claws, and feathers. 

The strange green light which faintly pervaded the 
closely-bowered alleys—the aromatic odour yniversally 
diffused—the rustle of wings, the chirpigg and twit- 
tering above my head and on every side of me, was so 
completely bewildering and magical, that I almost doubt- 
ed whether ever again I should be permitted to emerge 
into common life or common daylight. The soft, per- 
fumed, voluptuous atmosphere of this seemingly en- 
chanted garden, induced a languor and listlessness to 
creep over me I scarcely ever felt before. 

Just as I was giving way to this gentle indolence, 
and had sunk down by the marble basin soothed by 
the bubblings of its little quiet jet-d’eau, I heard the 
heavy tramp of the solemn equerry,—and there he 
was true enough. “ Be pleased, sir,’ said he, making 
a bow which the stiffest and most formal dancing- 
master of the days of Louis the Fourteenth would 
have gloried in,— be pleased to comply with the urt 
gent request of my Lord Prior of Aviz, who is wait- 
ing with impatience to have the honour of present- 
ing you to my most illustrious and most excellent mis- 
tress.” 

“Oh!” answered I, “by all moans; nothing less 
than the attractions of your most illustrious and most 
excellent lady's feathered favourites could have detain. 
od me from her presence—pray lead me to it.” 

The way was not long, but most delightful, under a 

continued arbour of exotic plants, looking as hoalthful 
as if they had been quite at home in Portugal—born 
and bred there for centuries, On either side, more flow- 
er-beds, and more birds, some at liberty and some in 
cages, 
Tho house itself, at which we arrived in due course, 
thpugh of an extent quite remarkable, was far from 
presenting a palace-like appearance, being in height 
only one story. Its verandahs, however, commanded 
respect: they were extremely spacious, paved and ba- 
lustraded with marble. 

Under the terraces they supported, were offices in- 
numerable, not unlike rabbit-burrows in the realm of 





Brobdignag, out of and into which, were continually 
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creeping a.great number of tawny-coloured menials, 
very slightly clothed indeed, ull basily engaged in 
tending the feathered race committed to their charge: 
for half these burrows, or arched chambers, or what- 
ever we please to call them, were closed with light 
trellises of wire, forming after all, no very pleasant 
aviaries, Certain most horribly discordant screechings, 
which pierced my ears every now and then, seemed to 
indicate that the birds of the establishinent were not 
so happy or judiciously governed as their sovereign 
mietress imagined—the case of subjects ig most domi- 
nions. 

On the lowest step of a grand flight of steps lead. 
ing up to the principal veranda, stood three young gen- 
tlemen, aged fourteen, fifteen, and sixteen years, the nc- 
phews of the great lady, us like one to the other as 
if they had been not only twins, but triplets; all sleek, 
and smooth, and sallow; all dressed in obsolete court- 
dresses of bluc and silver tissuc, each with his pow- 
dered hair in silken bag, cach with bis little cut- 
steol-hilted swor@, and each with his little abdominal 
bulge that promised in the course of a very few years 
to become a puunch of considerable dignity. In close 
attendance upon these hopeful youths, were a stripling 
page, a half-crazed buffoon, an ex-jesuit, and a dwart; 
personages indispensable to a noble and well-consti- 
tuted Portuguese estublishinent. Down went all their 
heads the moment I drew near, and down went mine 
to the very earth in return for so much courtesy, 

Wo ascended the steps altogether right lovingly, the 
three youths marching hand in hand, Nothing could 
exceed the decorous behuviour of these sweet young 
gentlemen; it did honour to their preceptor, who had 
brought them up in the most commendable fear of the 
devil and of taking birds’ nests;—the latter, of all 
crimes, Was esteemed the most heinous in those do- 
minions, 

Independently of my fondness for brute animals, I am 
not unupt, cameleon-like, to take the colour of what hap. 
pens topass around me. It might be supposed, there- 
fore, that I entered fully into the fashion of the place, and 
expressed my fondness and admiration of every species 
of bird it had pleased God in his infinite goodness to 
create, with enthusiasm. So disposed, and in this bless- 
ed trim, [ entered the grand suloon of the great lady’s 
residence. Her excellency was seated at its upper end 
in a high-backed wicker chair, stuck close to the wall. 
Seven or eight old hags, of a most forbidd®ng aspect, all 
in black, and all more sincerely bearded, | make no 
doubt, than the Countess Trifuldi’s attendants, were 
ranged to the right and left, on narrow benches; form- 
ing one of the ugliest displays of living tapestry my 
eyes had ever encountered. 

The two priors, who, to their no great delight, one 
may easily imagine, formed part and parcel of this 
odious assembly, had reserved a wicker chair, the cool- 
ness of which was completely neutralised by a red vel- 
vet cushion, for the stranger—the unhappy stranger, 
who felt already quite sufficiently annoyed and swel- 
tered. 

As soon as we had exchanged an infinity of saluta. 
tions, and several capacious golden snuff-boxes had gone 
their rounds with as much regularity as tho planets, 
four antiquated damsels entered the presence, bearing 
trays, heaped high with candied apricots and oranges, 
and, still sweeter than all the sweetmeats ever cun- 
fectionised, a preparation of the freshest eggs ever 
laid, with the richest sugar ever distilled from the finest 
canes ever grown in the Brazils for private consumption 
under the most skilful management. 

To these succeeded another entrée of ci-devant young 
women, who presented us, upon embossed silver salvers, 
goblets of cut glass, containing the coldest and purest 
water, 

Right opposite to where we sat, formally marshaled 
all of a row, the young fidalgos and their preceptor, 
who had enlisted tor Ehrhart, Franchi, and the two 
priors’ secretaries into their ranks, wore seated on stools, 
not in the least superior either in shape or dimensions 
to those used for milking in the homelicst bartous of our 
own dear farming country. 

It was some timo befure any sounds, except the whir- 
ring and whizzing of enormous cock-chafers, and the 
flirting of fans almost as large as the vans of a windmill, 
were audible. At length the great lady broke silence, 
by asking me whether we had any birds in England: to 
which, rising from my chair, I replied with a low obei- 
sance, that, thanks be to God, we were blessed with an 
immense number. 

“ Indeed !” rejoined her excellency ; “I thought your 
country too cold to allow them, sweet dears, to build 
their nests and enjoy themsclves.” 

“ Yes, observed the Jesuit, “ the climate of your island 
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must be very bitter. Camoens, whose authority none 
can dispute, calls it 


A grande Inglaterra che de neve 
real sempre abunda. 


(Canto 6, stanz, 42.) 


* Which being undoubtedly the case,” continued the 
bird-queen, “ that great number you boast of must be 
imported ; indeed, [ understood us much from an old 
servant of my father, who made a fortune by dealing 
in Canary-birds, and taking them to your great town, 
where you can hardly distinguish night froin day, as he 
told me. But what will not the lust of gain mako us 
submit to? He was continually resorting to that black 
ylace with his living wares, (how I pity them !) and, to 
be sure, he gained sufficient, though he almost coughed 
his lungs out, to buy a nice quinta in my neighbourhood. 
He is an excellent judge of every thing that concerns 
birds ; knows Low to treat them in moulting-time, which 
few do; and for the sagacity with which he discovers 
an incipient pip, and stops its progress, I may venture 
to affirm from long experience, he has no equal. But 
tell me fuiily, moet estimable Englishman, have you 
any native birds in your island ?” 

“ Yes, madam,” was my triumphant reply, “we have; 
one in particular—seldom seen, but often heard—the 
cuckoo.” 

I had searcely pronounced that name, when an exact 
imitation of its well-known sound burst forth from ['ran- 
chi and the buffoon, who was standing behind his stool, 
to the high glee of the young gentlemen, their pago and 
dwarf, and the evident dismay of her sublime ladyship 
and her hags in waiting. ‘They looked as if they could 
have pinched us all as sharply as the snuff in their am- 
ple boxes. In short, surprise and anger at Franchi’s 
want of decorum, and a suspicion, perhaps, of being 
what we cull quizzed, in our vernacular slang, began to 
manifest itself; when the solemn equerry announced 
with his wonted solemnity, that our carriuges were in 
waiting, and my Arabian at the door, ready to receive 
the honour of a caress from his most illustrious and ex. 
cellent mistress, 

Overjoyed at this intelligence, the two priors, and 
myself, all heartily tired of our formal sitting, rose up 
without a moment’s delay; so did the great lady ang 
her train of hags and dismal damsels, following each 
other one by one. As soon as this dolorous procession 
peached the gateway, a great number of gigantic dark. 
brown umbrellas were spread forth, and under their 
deep shade my astonished courser, with his fine arched 
ou held down by a ceuple of grooms, was patted in 
succession by the lank, cold fingers of the bird-queen 
and her antiquated attendants; then followed as many 
curtseys, and as low as the dry stiff knces that perform. 
ed them could contrive to crop; and the Grand Prior of 
Aviz signifying that he had no further occasion for the 
attendunce of his confidential secretary, I got into his 
dormeuse, ordered my Arabian to follow, aud bade, I 
hope and trust, an eternal adieu to this region of 
screaming birds, clipped hedges, and sour-visaged old 
women. 

It was some time before we cleared the walls of these 
bird-ridden dominions, a great deal more extensive than 
lapprehended. Our route, distinctly marked out by 
its recent mendings, led us across a plain iv the highest 
gtate of cultivation, forming a most agreeable contrast to 
» the ragged weather-beaten forest and pompous idle en- 
closure we had left behind. Here every object smiled ; 
here every rood of land was employed to advantage, the 
Lombard system of irrigation being perfectly understood 
and practised. Every cottage, apparently the ubode of 
industrious contentment, had its well-fenced garcen 
richly embossed with gourds and melons, its abundant 
wuterspout, its vine, its fig-tree, and its espalier of po- 
“— 

he poomaty: comfortably clad in substantial gar. 
ments, looked indly and unenviously at our splendid 
caravan, because their hearts were expanded by good 
treatment, their granaries amply stored, their flocks 
numerous and iealthy, and their landlords, the rich 
monks of Alcobaga, neither griping nor tyrannical. 
When the Prior of Aviz stopped to converse with these 
good ego which he ages Ra and enquired with 
is usual uffable benignity, “Who taught you to till 
your land so neatly? to manure it with so much judg. 
ment? to raise such crops of grain? to spare your cattle 
all forced oppressive labour ? to treat their young with so 
much gentleness?” the answer was prompt and uni- 
form,—*“ Our indulgent masters and Kind friends, the 
monks of the royal monastery.” 
The pleasure my excellent friend received from this 


communication beamed forth from his ingenuous coun-4 


tenance, as he noted down the result of his onquiries ou 





his tablets; a set-off, perhaps, in his opinion, to the 
strange mysterions report he had received of certain un- 
edifying frailties. Whatever snares of the Evil-one m 
kind hosts of Alcobaga may have fallen into beneat 
ground, few communities ever conferred more solid 
benefits upon its surface to all their dependants, 

Very different were the replies to our queries about 
the great lady ; shrugs of the shoulder, and shakings of 
the head, gave us to understand most plainly, that, as 
far as her territorial influence oxtended,—luckily small 
in comparison with that of the great convent—it was 
of a nature more blighting than genial, less charitable 
than oppressive. And as to her birds, they were n fla. 
grant nuisance—whole flights of her doves, parrots, 
kites, finches, and thrushes, being allowed to commit 
with the most perfect impunity every especies of depre- 
dation best suited to their habits and propensities. 

We were all so enchanted with these scenes of rural 
delight and joy, that we ordered our carriages not to be 
driven along too rapidly. We had to pass the river 
again and again over the same sort of ruinous bridges 
as we had met with in the immediate vicinity of Alco. 
baga. My reverend companion could not repress sensa- 
tions of terror as we jolted up and down steep arches 
unprotected by any parapet—sensations which the most 
fervid exhortations on my part to put faith in Saint An- 
thony could not subdue ; so out he trundled into all the 
dust and offal of the road. 

After not less than three or four of these rather dan- 
gerous transits, we mounted a heathy, pastoral hill, 
browsed by goats, and met a long string of female pea- 
sants, bearing offerings of various kinds to our Lady of 
Nazare; and presently the sanctuary, to which they 
were going in pilgrimage, discovered itself on the brow 
of a craggy eminence shelving down to the Atlantic. 

Much praise cannot in truth be lavished upon this 
edifice, which is neither considerable nor picturesque ; 
but the colours of the wide unlimited ocean, so pure, so 
vivid, so beautifully azure, made up for all other defici- 
encies, and joined to the reviving freshness of the sea- 
breeze, gave my spirits the most delightful and animated 
tlow. Gay, agile, and buoyant, | leaped out of the car- 
riage the moment it stopped, and was immediately re 
ceived into the arms and garlick-scented embrace of the 
twe aged fathers, our harbingers, who had pfeceded us 
to Pedraneira. 

This most opulent farm-mansion, the capital of the 
conventual domains in these quarters, had very much 
the air of an oriental caravanserai, with stables for 
inules, and courts surrounded with arches, castellatsd 
granaries, and vaulted chayabers, incrusted with clean 
glossy tiles, by no mears indifferently painted with 
scriptural and legendary subjects. In the largest and 
coolést of these upartments, we were regaled with a 
magnificent banquet of (sh, caught near the rocks of 
Peniche, and reckoned the best upon the whole line of 
the coast, 

Being a fast-day, except a few hashes of pork for 
heretics, savoury as the flesh-pots of Egypt, nothing an. 
orthodox was served up. Dr. Ehrhart partook of every 
ragout set before him indiscriminately, to the scandal 
of our hosts, the monks and their attendants. All the 
rest of the company having made their election, stuck 
to fish with true catholic propriety. 

Our repast quickly despatched, and the aged fathers 
most kindly thanked and most willingly dismissed from 
their attendance,--for, to say truth, they were not only 
intolerably effluvient, but inveterately prosy,—we made 
haste to set forth in order to reach the Caldas before 
night. As long as we continued on the shore enjoying 
the vast marine prospect and the anceasing sound of 
the waves, nothing could be pleasanter; but when we 
entered an almost endless ravine, its banks entirely 
covered with the strong healthy flowers of the Papaver 
corniculatum, our progress was slow and tedious. ‘To 
this ravine succeeded another, diversified by a more 
agreeable sort of vegctation—the yellow lupin in all its 
fragrance. 

t some distance we saw a Moorish castle, standing 
proudly on an insulated eminence, presenting a grand 
mass: itybears also a grand name, Alfagirao, This 

icturesque object, the stillness and soft hues of even- 
ing, and the perfume of the lupins, were circumstances 
too pleasing not to make us regret our arrival at the 
Caldas with quite sufficient light to distinguish all its 
ugliness ;—i's dull monotonous houses, with their coarse 
greon window-blinds and shutters flapping to and fro 
in the dusty breeze; and its heavy verandas, daubed 
over with yellow ochre, and striped in places with blue 
and red, in patterns not unworthy of Timbuctoo or 
Ashantee, 

In my eyes, the whole of this famous stewing-place 
wore a sickly unpreposvessing aspect. Almost every 





third or fourth person you met was a quince-coloured 
apothecary, accoutred like’a courtier on his march to the 
drawing-room, and carrying many a convenient little 
implement in a velvet bag, as pompously as if he had 
been a lord chancellor; and every tenth or twelfth, a 
rheumatic or palsied invalid, with his limbs all atwist, 
and his mouth all awry, being conveyed to the baths in 
achair. You could hardly move without running your 
head against the voluminous wig of some medical pro- 
fessor, and hearing the formidable stump of his gold- 
headed cane. 

The news of the advent of a great German doctor, ex- 
physician to the household of his ex-majesty the most 
Christian king, soon spread itself throughout the Cal- 
das ; and we had not sct our feet on the hot flag-stones 
of this physical emporium above five or six minutes, 
before a deputation of the faculty arrived. ‘These sages 
came on purpose to introduce themselves to Dr. Ehrhart, 
and entreat the honour of his company on a professional 
tour to their principal patients, His account of the wo. 
ful condition and appearance of the wretched invalids in 
their respective tubs and ‘cisterns, related in Alsatian 
French, sound Latin, and broken Portuguese, was most 
original, 

“1 found many of them,” said the indignant doctor, 
“with galloping pulses, excited almost to trenzy by the 
= amc application of these powerful waters, and 
others with scarcely any pulses at all. The dast will be 
quiet enough ere long ; and considering what dreadful 
work these determined Galenists drive amongst them, 
with their decoctions, and jufeps, and spiced boluses, 
and conserve of mummy, and tho devil knows what, I 
expect a general jail-delivery must speedily take place, 
and the souls of these victims of exploded quackeries be 
soon released from their wretched bodies, rendered the 
worst of prisona by a set of confounded bunglers.” 

Never shall I forget the indignant scowl my angry 
doctor cast upon the contemners of simple and vegeta. 
ble medicine. His ebullitions of wrath remained unpaci- 
fied till he had swilled down the contents of an ample 
caraffe of wine, diluted with unly a very few drops of 
water, accompanied by a platter of those savoury bulbs 
which geese are so often stuffed with in England, for 
the express purpose, he openly avowed, of decreasing 
flatulence, and expelling the prince of the air and all his 
satellites, I thought the Prior of St. Vincent’s would 
never have ceased laughing at this species of exorcism. 
The Portuguese have in general a strong relish for 
coarse practical jokes; and I am far from pretending 
that this one was not most decidedly of the number., 

The master and mistress of the bok rambling habi- 
tation assigned to us, thought proper to light up with 
their own hands all the tapers in the Bohemian glass 
sconces and chandeliers of the barn-like saloon on their 
ground-floor, Such a glare, equal at least to that of a 
ridotto in a second-rate italian town, was as sure to ex. 
cite notice and attract passengers, as w flaming candle 
every moth and father-longlegs in its neighbourhood. 
We were, therefore, in no want of company. 

Our tea-table, which we had prudently established us 
far beyoud the influence of Doctor Ebrhart’s regale as 
possible, was soon surrounded by all the fashion not un- 
der immediete medical restraint that happened to be at 
the Caldas ; old buckram officers, not much the wiser 
for having served under the Count do la Lippe; pot. 
bellied fidalgus, who had not yet been stewed down to 
less unseemly proportions ; and desembargadors and 
men of the law, as greedy as sharks, and as heavy as 
cart-horees. 

One of the most ponderous of the set, a personage of 
some political importance, and a distinguished graduate 
of the university of Coimbra, was half inclined to turn 
rostive, because | would not sit down by him and explain 
in ininute detail some passages in Blackstone's Com. 
mentaries, about which he was eager of information, 
Pushing my chair away from this determined bore, he 
pushed his after me with such velemence, that a con- 
flict must have er.sued, perhaps to my total discomfiture, 
had not his chair béon killed under him ;—both back 
and legs gave way, and down he fell flat on the gritty 
floor, Every body's sides in the room shook with laugh. 
tor—even the spare ribs of the Count de la Lippe’s ans 
cient martinet officers. 


TENTH DAY. 
June 12, 


We have been all cheated at a ferocions rate by one of 
those harpies called provedores, who, under the mask of 
administering justice, and superintending hospitals, and 
so forth, contrive to divert peg roy rill of royal benefi- 
cence into their own pockets. ‘This knave was so accus- 





tomed to the sweets of monopolics, that he bought up 
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half the fowls, turkeys, and provisions in the place, and 
then dealt them out to our nuinerous caravan at his own 
price. I refused seeing this cormorant; which«waslacky, 
as I understood he joins insolence to knavery,—a com- 
pound which would have called forth my best manual 
exertions, occasioned delay, and very probably given but 
too much employment.to Doctor Ehrhart. 

It was so delightful a morning,—so temperate, for 
there were not any clouds—so balsamic, for a slight) 
shower had lately fallen,—that I could not find it in my} 
heart to be out of humour long. We had not left the | 
Caldas in arrear half an hour, before we saw Obidos, with 
its towers and battlemented walls, rising above a forest 
of pines, and connected with the neighbouring hills by a 
long stretch of aqueduct. ‘These hills being clothed with 
a thick vegetation of dwarf ilex, and myrtle, look at a 
distance as uniformly green as if covered with turf. 

Cercal, where our dinner was prepared, is a pleasant 
little assemblage of reed-covered sloping sheds and point- 
ed hovels, at the feet of shrubby acclivities. Before the 
entrance of this aboriginal-looking hamlet, is an irregu- 
lar lawn, bounded by enclosures with bamboo fences, 
twined over with convolvuli of various colours, forming a 
labyrinth of cheerful lanes, through which whole families 
of turkeys, consequential fathers, bustling mothers, slim 
aunts, and half-fledged cousins, were wandering about, 
clucking and whistling, and gobbling, with all the well- 
known volubility of their native language. 

Though mid-day and in mid-June, the heat was mode- 
rate; the sky,of a pale tender blue, inexpressibly serene 
and beautiful. To breathe the soft air of such a climate, 
is in itself no trifling luxury; it seemed to inspire new 
life into every vein: and if to those gifts of Nature the 
blessings of a free government and the refinements of art 
were added, more philosophy than I am master of would 
be required, not to murmur at the shortness of our ex- 
istence. 

Our road in the evening lay between lofty slopes par- 
tially covered with bushes of rosemary and lavender in 
the fullest bloom. The sun went down behind the chain 
of hills which form the coast of the sea, just as we reach- 
eda quinta belonging to Forjaz, at present governor of 
Madeira. As we approached the rich cultivated plains 
framed in by the hills around Cadafaiz, we heard the 
country people, men, women, and children, singing hymns 
to St. Anthony as they returned home from reaping. 

Near Carregado we left the high road to take that of 
Cadafaiz. The whole country was blazing with fires in 
honour of to-mofrow’s festival. I counted above one hun- 
dred shining bright amongst the olive-trees ; whilst a 
number of grotesque figures, withered bags, and meagre 
implings, kept glancing about before them, in the style of 
those visions the illuminati often contrive to conjure up, 
to delude and bamboozle their dupes and victiins. 

At Cadafaiz itself, that miost comfortable of rustic ma- 
norial mansions, the Prior of St. Vincent’s, who had pre- 
ceded us above an hour in his light chaise, drawn by two 
potent mules, was waiting our arrival. The Prior of 
Aviz uttered a hearty “thank God,” as he sunk down in 
an arm-chair of most ample dimensions. Dr. Ehrhart 
recommended us all to dilute, after his example, as freely 
as possible; and Franchi unpacked his piano-forte. Re- 
collections of the Caldas and all its apothecaries,—not to 
mention its dust, its glare, its bustle, and its onions,—made 
me value the calm and cleanliness of this retired abode 
still more highly. Oh, the delightful, refreshing change ! 
Were I to live as many years as I have often been wished 
todo by my good friends the Spaniards, I should not for- 
get how keenly I enjoyed it. 

ELEVENTH DAY. 
June 13. 

IT shook off laziness manfully, not above an hour after 
sunrise; so did-the Grand Prior of Aviz;—an effort, our 
hospitable host observed, worthy to be classed amongst 
the choicest of St. Anthony’s miracles. Not a member 
of our caravan but seemed to feel the saint’s benign and 
holy influence. One would have thought it pervaded the 
very atmosphere; for even Dr. Ehrhart, no ardent devo- 
tee, desired to join our solemn pilgrimage to the Francis- 
can convent, on the summit of an exceedingly high ‘hill, 
where the grand mass of the day was to be celebrated. 
The good doctor having promised not to stop our pro- 
cession by getting out of his vehicle and botanising by 
the road-side, we set forth, after a slight breakfast, and 
wound ourlong array up the acclivity by a tedious, ser- 
pentine, rugged track, 

We had attained a sort of resting-place, not more than 
one hundred yards beneath the summit, when a stout lub. 
ber, dressed in goats’ skins, carrying a sickly brat in his 
arms, bolted forth from between two thorny bushes, look. 


miracle! My child was at the point of death, when the 
saint appeared to me in a dream, and told me to give it 
the raspings of a cow-horn: I did—and there you see it 
is alive and hearty.” 

Hearty at least were Dr. Ehrhart’s expressions of sur- 
prise at this most pastoral remedy; he kept repeating 
“ raspings of cow-horn, raspings of cow-horn !” so often, 
that I beseeched him, for St. Anthony’s sake, to remain 
quiet; and we proceeded, the lout with his brat, having 
joined the great concourse of people on the top of the hill, 
still crying out, “ A miracle! a miracle!” and I am hap- 
py to add, for the honour of faith, my most perfect con- 
viction that not a soul of the crowd, and a great crowd 
it was, but firmly believed him. 

Arrived at length at the point to which we had been 
tending, I fancied myself suddenly transported to Pales- 
tine: a plain perfectly flat and arid presented itself, di- 
versified alone by the low columned arcades and belfries 
of the convent, inclining to the ruinous, and bearing a 
strong resemblance in form and tint to the views 1 have 
seen of the semi-gothic chapels and cells at Jerusalem 
and Nazareth. Scattered all over from one end to the 
other of this extensive level (fowit stretched out above 
a mile) were droves of asses, a few mules of superior 
caste glaringly caparisoned, and peasants without num- 
ber, of all ages and sexes, sitting in clusters upon the 
ground, employed as busily in gathering together the 
fragments of a general repast, as if they had just par- 
taken of some miraculous supply of loaves and fishes. 

This was all mighty well, and admirably adapted to 
prompt a desire of sketching, for nothing could be more 
picturesque than these varied groups; but the comfort 
of comforts was to witness how gratefully devout they 
appeared, how perfeetly convinced that they steod under 
the open eye of the saint, and that by acting in conformi 
ty with his precepts they might deserve, at the inevitable 
hour, his efficacious patronage. Inthe mean time I saw 
no tokens of riot or intemperance, no brandishing of 
knives, no drunken disputes or wallowings. 

When the bells of the convent gave notice that service 
was going to begin, the groups that were scattered over 
the plain rapidly joined together, and moved in one dense 
body, one vast multitude, six or seven thousand at leasi, 
to the wide naked space before the entrance to the church, 
which, though not inconsiderable in its dimensions, was 
far too small to contain a twentieth part of so numerous 
a congregation. 

The community, consisting of from thirty to forty 
monks, all young men, many with features as regular as 
the fine Grecian heads on the Syracusan medals, but look- 
ing pale and attenuated, were standing on the long line 
of steps. Their superior presented the banner of the 
saint to my revered companions, who having saluted it 
with profound reverence, we entered the church. I look- 
ed back from the portal upon the multitude, which ex- 
tended itself like a sea to a great distance; all silent, all 
kneeling, all with their moistened and glistening eyes (for 
many wept through religious fervour) fixed on the illumi- 
nation which streamed from the high altar, and which 
appeared to them, I have no doubt, a cheering light, a 
sacred pharos, shining to conduct them to that haven 
where the ardent in faith and the contrite in spirit meet 
their eternal reward. 

“Oh !” said the excellent Prior of Aviz to me, as he 
pressed my hand with parental kindness, “ this is a sight 
which relieves and elevates my heart. How glowing and 
sincere the piety of these plain countrymen! how conso- 
latory their firm confidence in protection from above! 
And yet these warm ennobling feelings—feelings which 
raise our nature above the dust—are precisely those the 
vile sycophants of the evil principle, the blood-stained 
monsters of France, pant to eradicate. ‘The suppressors 
of institations which tend to soothe those lacerating cares 
humanity is subject to, and to absorb in the glorious 
prospect of the future the corroding misery of the pre- 
sent, are, in fact, suppressors of happiness,—the delegates 
of that dread invisible agency, which, under an endless 
variety of specious masks, is ever in movement, seeking 
whom and what it may devour.” 

Not one word had I to say against this reasoning; fur 
how often have I thought, myself, that these experiments 
upon the human mind, to which the Prior of Aviz allud- 
ed, are as abhorrent to men of pure and kindly feeling, 
as those of the hellish Majendie upon the unoffending 
animals he submits to the most horrible and lingering 
torture, and for purposes equally problematical. 


Prior of Aviz, trembling with emotion and evidently 
much affected, was conducted in procession by the monks 
to their sacristy, to put on his pontifical vestments, and, 
next, to the steps before the entrance, where, looking up 
to the effigy on the banner, again displayed by the supe- 
rior of the convent, he bestowed, as if immediately dele- 


The “Ite, missa est” having been pronounced, the’ 


gated by the Saint himself to perform that sacred office, 
a solemn, heartfelt benediction. 

At that moment, when every knee was bent and every 
head was bowed, the ancient and venerable hymn ap- 
pointed for this festival, so dear to the natives of Portugal, 
so often sung by their armies in their proud days of 
conquest on the eve of going into battle, rose with one 
accord, as from one heart, from the whole of the vast 
assemblage. The perfect unison of so many thousand 
manly voices, mingled with the clearer tones of children 
and their mothers, filled the summer air with a volume 
of sound more intellectually harmonious than any which 
ever reached my ear from the artificial efforts of musi- 
cians and choristers. Prayer does not always ascend 
with the greatest fervency from beneath gilded vaults of 
gorgeous cupolas ; it is in the free untainted desert, under 
nature’s own sky, that man seems to commune more 
deeply with his God. Impressed with that sentiment, the 
bare rocks, the scattered stones, the withered turf, ranked 
higher in my estimation than all the splendours of regal 
magnificence; and the simple congregation, assembled 
together in this wild and desolate place to thank the 
Almighty for his blessings, appeared far superior in my 
eyes to those pharisaic gatherings attracted to church by 
worldly motives and the parade of idle vanity. 

So very thick was the concourse of people, and so pro- 
foundly were they affected by the late most solemn bene- 
diction, that it was no easy matter for the prelate to pass 
between their still kneeling groups to regain the sacristy 
in order to be divested of his heavy cope, the people press- 
ing forwards to kiss his hand in such tides, and with 
such earnestness, that he felt fatigued and jaded. Nor 
was his lassitude destined to a speedy termination: he 
had hardly resumed his customary habiliments, when our 
egress from the church was absolutely impeded by a pro- 
cession of young lads, dressed in a style as antique as 
the Moorish domination in Portugal; some carrying bas- 
kets of fruit and corn; some, on an ornamented sledge, an 
immense mass of wax fashioned into the shape of a 
gigantic taper; and some, a number of lambs bedecked 
with ribands and flowers. 

I thought, when I saw presented on the steps before the 
altar these living offerings, not one of which Feahanteod, 
to my heart’s content, was devoted to the knife, but all 
destined to be reared with care and tenderness—I thought 
even their bleatings might reach the throne of universal 
beneficence. We well know how positively the inspired 
David declares, in one of his Psalins, that the ear of God 
is open to the supplications of all his creatures, to whom, 
as well as to us, he has imparted the blessings of light, 
of sleep, and of nutriment,—“qui dat jumentis escam ip- 
sorum et pullis corvorum invocantibus eum.” 

When I communicated to my revered friend the feel- 
ings which throbbed in my own bosom, and reniinded 
him of the fervid effusion of the prophet king, he replied: 
“ Most entirely do I sympathise with the holy monarch. 
Man, in the delusion of pride, may arrogate to himself 
an exclusive supremacy ; but fully persuaded am I, that 
the same principle of life which animates the wisest and 
brightest of mankind, pervades the boundless creation in 
all its forms and branches; and when that principle 
prompts the cry of distress or the expression of gratitude 
in the humblest animal, neither pass unheeded by the 
Divine Creator, nor are they poyred forth to him in vain. 
These are my own interior sentiments,” continued the 
venerable prelate. “And they are mine also,” I could 
not repress exclaiming. 

At length the procession, after depositing all its offer- 
ings, having retired into the secret courts and penetralia 
of the convent, the crowd began to disperse ; a passage 
was cleared between the remaining groups of the multi- 
tude, and we regained our carriages, much to the relief 
of the grand prior, who was experiencing an almost to- 
tal exhaustion. 

What with the sun-rays from above, and the rolling 
stones below, our descent was not only broiling, but dan- 
gerous : many of our mules stumbled, and one fell down 
dead, half crushing the driver in its fall. The stoppage 
and confusion this sad accident occasioned in one of t 
narrowest parts of our perilous track exposed us to 
scorching heat for half an hour. We arrived at last at 
our cool, shady quarters, as brown as mummies,.and as 
dry as cinders. 

The first living objects that met us at the massive por- 
tal, surmounted by a huge marble cross, which defends 
the entrance of the orange orchard immediately around 
the mansion, were two special couriers in the royal livery, 
magnificently badged and booted, just arrived with a 
written mandate from the prince, summoning the two 
priors to an audience to-morrow at the palace of Queluz, 
precisely at three. They delivered me also a very kind 
letter of invitation from the Marquis of Anjeja (then 
lord in waiting) to dine with him at the same hour. 
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“ Really,” said our most amiable host, a little ruffled 
by this peremptory command, “ we did not expect a sum- 
mons to communicate observations upon jAlcobaga so 
soon,—on our way home, too, God bless us! without be- 
ing allowed time to shake off the dust from our garments, 
and make ourselves decent and comfortable. But an un- 
controllable love of gossip is inherent in the character of 
royalty, and as indelible: we have nothing to do but to 
obey.” 

So saying, and so sighing, with many an ejaculation 
from the inmost soul of laziness, both priors wrote an- 
swers to the royal mandate ; I did the same to the Mar- 
quis of Anjeja, and the couriers departed. 

After évery comfort and ablution our pleasant retired 
chambers could afford, we partook of a delicious repast, 
and of all the blandishments which delicate dishes and 
iced sherbets could bestow on the willing palate. To 
these delights succeeded, on the part of the lord priors 
at least, a most comfortable nap, and then a stroll in the 
long.bowered alleys of the quinta; and then the evening 
perfume of orange-flowers and jasmine, and the evening 
song of birds,—music, also, from Franchi, accompanied 
on the guitar by two novices,.who played from their 
heart and soul most ravishingly,—and then u dance of 
true oriental fervour, performed by a chosen band of mo- 
risco-dressed processionists, who had been drawn down, 
not from heaven, like the Angel to St. Cecilia, but from 
the convent on the hill ; where, I have little doubt, their 
freaks and gambols were sadly missed, and the tempora- 
ry deprivation of such amusing frolics heartily regretted. 


TWELFTH DAY. 
14th June. 

The morning was the very essence of summer—and 
summer in Portugal; consequently tremendously hot. 
Such heat was oppressive enough, but the grand prior 
thought early rising still more abominable, and notwith- 
standing the Prior of St. Vincent's exhortations to set 
forth whilst any degree of coolness lingered in the at- 
mosphere, there was no persuading him to move before 
half-past eight. 

Being myself pretty well seasoned to meridian excur- 
sions, and bronzed all over like a native Portuguese, I set 
the sun at defiance, mounted my Arabian, and steering 
my course as directly as was possible without the aid of 
a compass, traversed the wide expanse of country between 
Cadafaiz and Queluz ;—and a sad dreary expanse it was, 
exhibiting only now and then a straggling flock, looking 
pretty and pastoral—a neglected quinta of orange-trees 
with its decaying garden-house, the abode of crime or 
innocence, whichever you like best to fancy—or a half- 
ruined windmill, with its tattered vans revolving \acka- 
daisically in the languid and feeble breeze. 

Exactly at the hour named, I arrived not a little en- 
nuied and wearied, at the palace of Queluz. The chaises 
belonging to the Priors of Aviz and St. Vincent’s were 
waiting before the royal entrance, for both prelates were 
still closeted with the Prince Regent. Blessing Heaven 
that I had nothing to do with the business, whatever it 
might be, that was in agitation, I gladly took refuge from 
the intolerable sunshine in the apartments allotted to the 
lord in waiting ; shabby enough they were, bare us many 
an English country church, and not much less dingy. 

The beings who were wandering about this limbo, or 
intermediate state, belonged chiefly to that species of liv- 
ing furniture which encumber royal palaces: walking 
chairs, animated screens, commodes and conveniences, 
to be used by sovereigns in any manner they like best ; 
men who had little to feed on besides hope, and whose 
rueful physiognomies showed plainly enough the wasting 
effects of that empty dict: weather-beaten cquerries, su- 
perannuated veadors,* and wizened pages. ‘The whole 
party were yawning over dusty card-tables. 

Making them many low bows, which were returned 
with equal courtesy, lecsed forward into an interior 
apartment, where the Marquis of Anjeja and his son the 
Conde de Villaverde were waiting for me, and imme- 
diately dinner was served up. Our repast was not par- 
ticularly distinguished by good cheer or lively conversa- 
tion. 

As soon as it was over, and the motley tribe of atten- 
dants who had crowded tumultuously round our table 
sent about their no business at all, the marquis observed 
to me in a very subdued and rather melancholy tone, 
that the prince had been greatly disturbed of late by 
strange apprehensions and stranger dreams; that his 
temper was much ruffled, ind that something, he could 
not tell what, bore heavily on his mind. He would have 


* A Veador is something less than a Camarista, or 
chamberlain, and something more than a gruom of the 
bed chamber. 





entered, I believe, into further details of still greater im- 
portance, had not a page called him away to the royal 
presence. , 

“T shall return in half an hour,” said he, “ and finish 
what I had to say to you.” ‘This half hour exceeded 
three quarters, and two quarters added to that; but they 
passed rapidly, for both the young conde and myself, op- 
pressed by a warm atmosphere, and lulled by the drone 
of humble-bees, and the monotonous buzzing of courtiers 
and lacqueys, in the adjoining apartments, had fallen fast 
asleep. 

When I awoke from this happy state of forgetfulness, 
one of my servants, who had followed me from Cadafaiz 
with a change of dress, took me into a room which a 
principal attendant of the palace had given up to him, 
and out of which I issued completely renovated, and met 
the marquis hastily bearing to me the interesting intelli- 
gence, that in the course of the evening, or as svon after 
night-fall as possible, the Prince Regent would give me 
an audience. “In the intervening time,” he added, “ if 
you wish to see the curious birds and flowers last sent 
from the Brazils, the gardens, though accessible of late 
to very few persons, shall be open to you. Villaverde 
would most gladly accompany you, but even he has not 
been in the habit of straying about them for some time 
past. As to myself, the prince has a long series of depu- 
tations and petitions to recéive, and it is my duty to re- 
main near his royal person on these occasions : so pardon 
my not offering myself as your guide. At the extremity 
of the avenue you sce from these windows, stands a pa- 
vilion well worthy your attention, and I rather wish you 
might principally employ it in examining the paintings 
and china, till the moment arrives when the prince will 
be at leisure to receive you.” 

I bowed, the marquis and his son bowed also, and I 
entered the grand avenue, wondering what in the name 
of mystery all these precautions could mean. The enig- 
ma was not long in meeting with some explanation. A 
gardener, who had left my service only last year, and 
was now established prime guardian. of carnations and 
anemones in this regal paradise, advanced towards me 
with looks of the greatest surprise, and touching the ex- 
tremities of my garments with his éxuberant lips—for he 
was neither more nor less than a negro—stammered out, 
“ Most excellent sir, by what chance do I see you here, 
where so few are permitted to enter?” “ By the chance 
of having the prince’s permission.” “ Ah, sir,” continued 
he, “ it is the princess who reigns here almost exclusive- 
ly.” “ Well,” answered I, “ her indignation, I hope, will 
not visit me too severely : here I am, and here I shall 
continue.” 

With a low salam in the style of a regular bostangi, 
the poor African, not a little confounded, humbly retired, 
and left me at full liberty to enter the pavilion, whose 
richly gilded trellised doors stood wide open. Many en- 
tertaining objects, arabesque paintings by Costa full of fire 
and fancy, and mandarin josses of the most supreme and 
ludicrous ugliness, kept me so well amused that half an 
hour glided away pretty smoothly. 

The evening was now drawing towards its final close, 
and the groves, pavilions, and aviaries sinking apace into 
shadow: a few wandering lights spurkled amongst the 
more distant thickets,—fire-flies perlaps—perhaps me- 
teors; but they did not disturb the reveries in which I 
was wholly absorbed. 

“So then,” thought I within myself, “the Infanta 
Donna Carlotta is become the predominant power in 
these lovely gardens, once so profusely adorned and fondly 
cherished by the late kind-hearted and saintly king. She 
is now princess of Brazil and princess regent ; and what 
besides, Heaven preserve ine from repeating !” 

Reports, I well knew, not greatly to the good fame of 
this exalted personage, had been flying about, numerous 
as butterflies; some dark-coloured, like the wings of the 
death-head moth, and some brilliant and gay, like those 
of the fritillaria, 

This night I began to perceive, from a bustle of pre- 
paration already visible in the distance, that a mysterious 
kind of fete was going forwards: and whatever may 
have been the leading cause, the etfect promised at least 
to be highly pleasing. Cuascades and fountains were in 
full play ; a thousand sportive jets d’eau were sprinkling 
the rich masses of bay and citron, and drawing forth all 
their odours, as well-taught water is certain to do upon 
all such occasions. Amongst the thickets, some of which 
received a tender light from tapers placed low on the 
ground under frosted glasses, the Infanta’s nymph-like 
attendants, all thinly clad after the example of her royal 
and nimble self, were glancing to and fro, visible one in- 
stant, invisible the next, laughing and talking all the 
while with very musical silver-toned voices. fancied 
now and then I heard gruffer sounds ; but perhaps I was 





mistaken, Be that as it pleases Lucifer, just as I was 


advancing to explore a dusky labyrinth, out came, all of a 
sudden, my very dear friend Don Pedro, the young Mar- 
quis of Marialva. 

“What! at lerigth returned from Alcobaga,” said he, 
lifting me a foot off the ground in a transport of jubila- 
tion ; “ where is my uncle?” 

“ Safe enough,” answered I, perhaps indiscrectly : “ he 
had his audience five or six hours ago, and is gone home 
snug to his cushions and calda da galinha, i am wait 
ing for my turn.” 

“Which will not come so soon as you imagine,” re 
plied Don Pedro, “ for the prince is retired to his mother’s 
apartments, and how long he may be detained there no 
one can tell. But in the mean while come with me. 
The princess, who has learnt you are here, and who has 
heard that you run like a greyhound, wishes to be con- 
vinced herself of the truth of a report she thinks so ex- 
traordinary.” 

“ Nothing so easy,” said I taking him by the hand ; 
and we sprang forwards, not to the course immediately, 
but to an amphitheatre of verdure concealed in the deepest 
recess of the odoriferous thickets, where, seated in the 
oriental fashion, on a rich velvet carpet spread on the 
grass, I beheld the Alcina of the place, surrounded by 
thirty or forty young women, every one far superior in 
loveliness of feature and fascination of smile to their au- 
gust mistress. 

“How did you leave the fat waddling monks of Alco- 
baga,” said her royal highness. “I hope you did not run 
races with them; but that would indeed have been im- 
possible. There,’”’ continued she, “down that avenue, if 
you like, when I clap my hands together, start; your 
friend Pedro and two of my donzellas shall run with you 
—take care you are not beaten.” 

The avenue allotted for this amusing contest was 
formed of catalpas and orange trees, and as completely 
smooth and level as any courser, biped or quadruped, 
upon whom all the bets in the universe were depending, 
could possibly desire. The signal given, my youthful 
friend, all ardour, all agility, and two Indian-lookin 
girls, of fourteen or fifleen, the very originals, one woul 
have thought, of those graceful creatures we often see 
represented in Hindoo paintings, darted forth with 
amazing swiftness. Although I had given them ten 
paces in advance, exerting myself in right earnest, I 
soon left them behind, and reached the goal—a marble 
statue, rendered faintly visible by lamps gleaming 
through transparent vases. I. thought I heard a mur- 
mur of approbation ; but it was so kept down, under the 
terror of disturbing the queen, as to be hardly distin- 
guishable. 

“Muy bien, muy bien,” said the princess, in her 
native Castilian, when we returned to the margin of the 
velvet carpet upon which she was still sitting reclined, 
and made our profound obeisances. “I see the English- 
man can ran—report has not deceived me. Now,” con- 
tinued her royal highness, “ let me see whether he can 
dance a*bolero; they say he can, and like one of us: if 
that be trae—and I hope it is, | abhor unsuccessful en- 
terprises—Antonita shall be his partner; and she is by 
far the best dancer that followed me from Spain.” 

This command had been no sooner issued, than a low, 
soft-flowing choir of female voices, without the smallest 
dissonance, without the slightest break,—smooth, well- 
tuned, and perfectly melodious,—filled my ear with such 
enchantment, that I glided along in a delirium of roman- 
tic delight. 

My partner, an Andalusian, as full of fire and anima- 
tion as the brightest beauties of Cadiz and Seville, though 
not quite so young as I could have wished her to be, was 
rattling her castanets at a most intrepid rate, and raised 
her voice to a higher pitch than was seemly in these re- 
gions, when a universal “ Hush, hush, hush!’ arrested 
our movements, suspended the harmonious notes of the 
ehoir, and announced the arrival of the Marquis of An- 

a. 

Ui a thousand kind and courteous compliments he 
was pleased to pay me, he begged another thousand pai- 
dons of the princess for having ventured to interrupt her 
recreations ; “* But, madam,” continued he, “ the prince 
regent has been waiting several minutes for the English. 
man, and I leave you to judge whether he has a minute 
to lose.” 

Her royal highness looked rather blank at this intelli- 
gence, and, compassionating my disappointment, held 
out her hand, which 1 kissed with fervour, and three or 
four of her attendants as many silken handkerchiefs, 
which I found very convenient in removing those dews 
which not only the night, but such violent exercise as I 
had lately taken, occasioned. Panting, and almost 


breathless, I quitted the enchanted circle with great re. 
luctance. 





What a contrast the dark, dull ante-chambers of the 
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palace presented to that lively and graceful scene! It} brightest pages of the Book of Nature. And if poetry 
was in the long state gallery where the prince habitually | shall find there any images, or new and fruitful themes 
receives the homage of the court upon birthdays and/|of inspiration, I shall content myself with treasuring 


festivals—a pompous, richly gilded apartment, set round 
with colossal vases of porcelain, as tall and as formal as 
grenadiers—that his royal highness was graciously 
pleased to grant me audience. 

He was standing alone in this vast room, thoughtful, it 
appeared to me, and abstracted. He seemed, however, 
to brighten upon my approach; and although he was 
certainly the reverse of handsome, there was an expres- 
sion of shrewdness, and, at the same time, benignity, in 
his very uncommon countenance, singularly pleasing: 
it struck me that he’had a decided look, particularly 
about the mouth, of his father’s maternal ancestors. 
Jolin the Fifth having married the archduchess, daughter 
of the Emperor Charles the Sixth, he had therefore an 
hereditary claim to those wide-spreading, domineering 
lips, which so remarkably characterised the house of 
Austria, before it merged into that of Lorraine. 

“ Welcome back from Alcobaga !” said his royal high. 
ness to me, with the most condescending kindness: “ I) 
hope your journey was pleasant; how did you find the! 
roads ?” 

“ Not half so bad as I expected, especially upon our 
return from the great convent, the reverend fathers 
having summoned all their numerous dependents to 
mend them with astonishing rapidity: the lord abbot 
took care of that.” 

“He takes excellent care of himself, at least,” ob- 
served the prince—‘ nobody better. Is it not true that| 
he is become most gloriously corpulent, and fallen pas- 
sionately in love with the fine French cookery you gave 
him an opportunity of enjoying ?” 

I perceived by this sally that the grand prior had been 
a faithful narrator of our late proceedings, as was proved 
more and more by the following queries. 

“You had a stage-play, too, had you not? The 
fathers at Mafra have often regaled me with performan- 
ces of a similar nature ; and many a hearty laugh have 
I had at them, and with them, before now. I dare say 
you must have thought them half out of their senses; 
their poet particularly, who, I hear, is one of the most 
ridiculous buffoons, the most impudent blockhead (tole- 
rao) in the kingdom. _I shall send for him one of these 
days myself; they say he is highly diverting, and I want 
something to cheer my spirits. Every despatch from 
France brings us such. frightful intelligence, that 1 am 
lost in amazement and horror; the ship of the state in 
every country in Europe is labouring under a heavy tor- 
ment—God alone can tell upon what shore we shall be 
all drifted !” 

With these prophetic words, most solemnly and ener. 
getically pronounced, the prince thought fit to dismiss 
me, honouring me again with those affable expressions 
of regard which his excellent heart never failed to dic- 
tate. Let me observe, whilst the recollections of the in- 
terviews I have had with this beneficent sovefeign re- 
main fresh in my memory, that not one of his subjects 
spoke their native language, that beautiful harmonious 
language, with greater purity and eloquence than him- 
self. When in his graver moods, there was a prompti- 
tude, a facility in his diction, most remarkable ; every 
word he uttered was to the purpose, and came with the 
fullest force. When he chose to relax, which he cer- 
tainly was apt enough to do more than now and then, a 
quaint national turn of humour added a zest to his plea- 
santries, that, upon my entering heart and soul into the 
idiom of the language, has often afforded me capital en- 
tertainment. No one knew how to win popular affection, 
after its own fashion, more happily than this well-inten. 
tioned, single-minded prince. Had it not been for the 
baneful influence of his despotic consort—her restless in- 
trigues of all hues, political as well as private—her wan- 
ton freaks of favouritism, and atrocious acts of cruelty— 
his reign would have gone down to the latest times in 
the annals of his kingdom surrounded with a halo of 
gratitude. 








(Conclusion next week.) 
—>— 


From the National Gazette. 


LAMARTINE’S PILGRIMAGE. 


M. de Lamartine, the French poet, has won all suffrages 
by his Pilgrimage to the Holy Land, of which four Eu. 
ropean editions have already appeared. The author, be- 
fore he left Paris, had prepared his readers for the kind 
of work they were all to expect on his return from that 
giorions country, to which his thoughts had so often 
wandered. “I go,” were his words, “to seek for indi- 
vidual inspiration on that great theatre of the religious 


and political events of the ancient world. I think not of| the best class books we have examined; it must 


|found a rival in this new poet-traveller, whose work is 


them in the silence of my own bosom, to colour the brief 
literary future which may be in store for me.” Proba- 
bly no work in the French language contains passages 
of greater ardour, or nobler eloquence, or deeper sensi- 
bility. The pilgrim carries the reader along with him 
through all his wanderings in the land of miracles, 
where the burning sun, the rashing eagle, the barren fig 
tree—all the poetry and all the pictures of the Bible are 
visible; where, in his own passionate words, “ every 
name unfolds a mystery, every cave speaks of the future, 
every hill resounds with the warning of a prophet; 
where the dried-up torrents, the cleaved rocks, the open- 
ed graves, attest the supreme power of the Deity, and 
the wilderness itself seems dumb with terror, as though 
afraid of breaking the silence which has hung over it 
since the voice of the Almighty first resounded within 
its borders.”’ Chateaubriand, if not eclipsed, has at least 


justly regarded as one of the most remarkable, valuable, 
and curious. One of the ablest of the Puris critics says 
of it— 


“ Poésie du coeur, réverie de l’Ame, tristesses profondes, 
mélancolique contemplation du vienx monde oriental, ce 
premier-né du soleil d’od l"humanité est sertic, ou Phu- 
manité retourne; picuse espérance d’une ame faite pour 
le Ciel, profondes éfudes d’un esprit philosophique, pré- 
dictions puissantes d'un esprit politique qui sait prévoir 
parce qu’il sait se souvenir, toutes ces choses se trouvent 
ans le Voyage de Ovient de M. de Lamartine. Toutes 
ces choses s’y trouvent, non pas péle-méle et au hasard, 
mais chacune y vient en son lieu et place, selon le cour, 
lame, l’esprit ou le regard du poéte. Simple, élégant, 
parfois sublime; style aux mille faces diverses, aux mille 
physionomies changeantes, aux mille éclatantes couleurs, 
&ec.” 


We learn that it is now partly in type in this country, 
and will be issued immediately in Waldie’s Select Circu- 
lating Library, a.vchicle which, from the great extent of 
its subscription, is calculated to afford gratification in the 
perusal which a mere small book edition could not give. 
The work is an expensive one in Europe, but we suppose 
will be reduced on the Waldie principle to a moiety of a 
dollar. 

Lamartine will be commenced next week in the 
Library, previous to which, a delightful story, rescued 
from the papers of the late Andrew Picken, author of the 
Dominie’s Legacy, the Priors of Lawford, &c. &c: 


or 


EDITOR’S TABLE. 


The Hawks of Hawk Hollow.—We have read 
with great interest the first volume of Dr. Bird's 
new novel; impatience for the second augurs 
favourably for the story, of which we shall speak 
probably next week. ‘The second volume we 
understand is nearly finished, and the work to be 
published immediately. 

Engravings.—By the kindness of the artists, 
we have two superb engravings designed for 
the new Religious Souvenir; one is called “ the 
Village Baptism,”’ in which all the beauties of 
Mr. Alexander Lawson’s burin are admirably 
displayed, The second by Mr. Oscar Lawson, 
represents a “* Death Scene;"’ they are finished 
to the minutest point in a masterly and work- 
manlike manner. ‘The son gives evidence that 
he has profited by good instruction; Philadel- 
phia may well be proud of such a firm, which in 
Paris we should write, Lawson, Pére et Fils. 
The Religious Souvenir cannot be far off. 

Fergus as a Class Book.—The Rev. C. Hi. 
Alden has sent us a * Class Book of Natural 
‘Theology, by the Rev. Henry Fergus, revised 
and enlarged, and adapted to Paxton’s [llustra- 
tions.” Mr. Alden added notes, biographical 
notices, and a vocabulary of scientific terms. 
The illustrations are very well got up, and we 
do not hesitate to pronounce the work one of 





writing; but I go to read, before I die, some of the 


The Museum for September, was regularly 
issued, filled, as usual, with the cream of the 
English Reviews and Magazines of the latest 
dates. A morning paper says:— 

“The September number of Littell’s Museum of 
Foreign Literature and Science, is, perhaps, fully equal 
to any former number of this excellent periodical. The 
contents ore various, and the articles for the most part 
are such as possess interest for the great majority of 
readers. The Museum, always good, has greatly im- 
proved within the last year. It is certainly without a 
rival in its particular line, and may be recommended to 
all who desire to possess the ‘ pith and marrow’ of the 
foreign journals of spirit, in a convenient form, and ata 
rate that all must admit is extremely reasonable.” 

A new French Reader, consisting of selee- 
tions from classical French writers, adapted to 
the use of schools and private classes, has just 
been published by J. Crissy, of this city. It is 
edited by John Frost, and we do not hesitate to 
pronounce it admirably adapted to its objects, 

The Orator’s Own Book, compiled by the 
Editor of * Waldie’s Library,” bas at length 
been published in a handsome style by Crissy, 
Waldie & Co. 

Ship and Shore, is the title of a manly, agree- 
able volume from the pen of an officer of the 
United States navy, just published by Leavitt, 
Lord & Co, It is every way worthy of the 
service, and we recommend it to landsmen and 
landswomen as a most pleasing production. 

The List of New American books will be 
completed next week. 

Canning’s Speeches.—A handsome octavo 
volume of nearly 600 pages, has just been issued 
by Key & Biddle, entitled ** Select Speeches of 
the Right Hon. George Canning, with a preli- 
miniry biographical sketch, edited by Robert 
Walsh.” The enterprise, if successful, is to be 
followed by the speeches of Wyndham, Huskis- 
son, Mackintosh, Brougham, Peel, &c., upon 
the same plan. We presume every lawyer in 
the land will desire to possess the series, and 
they should commence by purchasing this vo- 
lume ; an appendix conteins extracts from his 
writings, including these in the Microcosm. 

From the Boston Evening Gazette. 

Waldie's Port Folio.—There are few semi- 
monthly American journals that equal this in 
the amount and intrinsic interest of its contents. 
Articles of European origin are to be found in 
its columns which are not discernible else- 
where; and occasional original contributions 
serve to complete the variety. Its typography 
is excellent and its price low. 

—— 
VARIETIES. 


A Greek would have invented a god, to dwell under 
the watery arch of Niagara; an American is satisfied 
with a paper-mill, clapped just above it— The Hawks of 
Hawk-hollow. ° 

In the court of common pleas, on Monday, Mr. Mar- 
tin, the artist, obtained a verdict and 151, damages from 
Mr. Brooke, a printseller, for selling pirated copies of 
Martin’s “ Belshazzar’s Feast,” “ Deluge,” and “ Fall of 
Nineveh.” It was stated for Mr. Martin, 

“'That he was the inventor of a new style of mezzo- 
tint engraving; instead of laying his groundwork in 
black equally over all the plate, he made it lighter or 
darker in those parts in which he intended to bring 
light and shade to bear with most effect ; and he also 
introduced hard lines in those parts in which he wished 
to impart brillianey to the subject. This style required 
increased labour and time to be applied to it, whilst the 
imitative copies could be produced with much greater 
facility, and they made a very inferior appearance. The 
latter had the name of a different engraver on the plate; 
and, by having the subject stated in French, professed 
to have been engraved in France.” 

The, defence was, that none of the copies had been 





have an extensive sale when known. 


actually sold.—London Paper. 
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